


The moft Lame n^able Tragedie 

Andpleadmy paflionstoi !oue» (peace. 

Moore. Clubs, Clubs ,tlicle louers will not kcepc the 
IDemetriits. Why boy.althougli our niotiicr(vnaduizd) 
Gaucyou a daunfingRapicr by youi fide, 

Arcyou fo defperate grownc to threat yourfriends: 

Goe too : hauc yourlath glued within your llicach. 

Till you know better how to handle it* 

Chtron. Mcane whilcfir, with the littleskill I hauc. 
Full well Hialt thou perceiuchow much I dare, 

Demetrius, Iboy,growycefobrauc? they dr awe. 

l^ojre. VVhy how now Lords? 

So ncere the Emperours Pallacc dare yee drawe. 

And maintainefuch a quarrcll openlie? 

Full well I w’ote the ground of all this grudge, 

I would not for a million of gold. 

The caufc were knowne to them it moftconcerncs. 

Nor would your Noble Mother formuch more, 

Be fo difiionourcdin the Court of Rome. 

Forfliameputvp. ^ . 

Dememus, Not I till I ha ue meathd, 

MvRapierinhisbofome.andwithall 

Thruft thofe reproclifullfpecches downc his throat, 

That hchath breathd in my difhonour here, 

Chiron. Forlhatlam prepard, and full refolude, 
Fowle fpoken Coward.that thundreft with thy tongue. 
And with thy weapon nothing darlt performc* 

Away 1 fay* , , ^ , . . 

No w by the Gods that warlike Gothts adoi c. 

This pettic brabble will vndoo vs all: 

VVliy Lords, andthinkc you not how dangerous 

I I is to let vpon a Prin ces 1 ight? 

VVliatis 'Lauinta then become foloofc, 

Or3<cM»«rfodcgcnerare, 

That for her louefucli quarrels may be brocht, 

V>/uhout controulemeni,iu(tice,orreuengc. 
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of Titus AnJronfcu?. 

Young Lords beware, and niouldthcEmprefic know, 
XliisdiCcordsground.fhc mnfickewould not pleafe* * 
^iron. I carenot I, knew 111 ec’and ail the world, 

Jloue L(««i»fc« more than all the world. (choife, 

Demetrius.YoiigUtig icarnerhou to make fome meaner 
laninia is d.ine elder brothers hope, 

Moere. V Vhy are ye mad ? or know yee not i n Rom c, 
pjow fiinousandimpaticnttiieybee, 

^nd cannot brooke competitors in loue? 

I tell you Lords, you doo butplotyoiir deaths, 
Bythisdeuife. 

(^iron. Aron, A theufand deaths would I propofe, 
Toatciiiuc her whom I loue. 

Afon, Toatchiucherhow? 

Demetrius, VVliy makes thouit foftrangc? 

Shce is a woman,therefore may b c woode, 

Slice is a woman, thcrefbreniay be woonne, 

Shce IS L 4 «/«/'<*jthereforc muft beloude, 

V Vhat man,morc water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the Miller of,and eafie it is. 

Of a cut loafe to flealc a fhiucwe know: 

Though Bafeianttshe the Emperours brother. 

Better than he hauc wome Vulcans badge, 

Moore, I and as good as may, (court it, 

Demetrius,Then why Hiouldhc difpaire that knows to 
With wordSjfaire looks, and liberalitie. 

V Vhat haft not thou full often flrokc a Doe, 

And borne her cleanlic by the K eepers nofe? 

' Moore, Why th.cnitfeemesfomecertaincfnatch, orlb 
Would ferue yourturncs, 

Chiron. Ifo theturnewercferucd, 

Demetrius, >^ro«thouhafthitir, * 

Moore. Wouldyouhadhitittoo, f 

Thtnfliouldnot we be tirdc with this adooj fr' 

VVliy harkc ye,harke ye, and arc youfuch fooles 

i ■ ^ 





THE FOLGER SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY 


Octavo 





